
TheTragedie 

Haft. Whatsaclocke? 

Utof Vpontheftrokeoffoure. 

Haft . Cannot thy maifter (leepc the tedious nights? 

Mejf. So it fhould feemc by that I haue to fay : 

Firft he commends him to your nob’e Lordfliip. 

Haft, And then. AUf. And then he fends you word, 
He dreamt to night the bcare had rafte his belmc: 
Befides,hefaies there arc two councels held. 

And that maybe determined at the one. 

Which may make you and him to re we at the other, 

T hcrefore he fends to know' yout Lordlliip pleafuree 
I ( prefcntly you will take horfe with him, 

And with all fpecdepofl into the North, 

To fiiun the danger that his foule diuines; 

Heft, Go fellow go, returne vnto 'tb)’ Lord, 

Bid him not feare the feparated councels: 

His honour and my felfe arc at the one. 

And at the other,i> my feruant Caresby: 

Where nothing can proceed that toucheth vs, 
Whereof I (hall not naue intelligence. 

Tel him his feares 


T cl him his feares are flia.ll aw,wantingldfiancie 
And for his dreamesj wonder he is fo fond, 

To truftthe mod 


:kery of vnejuiet (lumbers. 

To (lie the boare, before the bcnrepuifues vs, 

Were to incenfe the boare to follow vs, 

A nd make purfuite where he did meane no chafe: 

Go bid thy mai fter rife and come to me, 

And we will both Cogither to the tower. 

Where he fiiall fee the boare will vfe vs kindly. 

Me ft My gracious. Lo: lie tell him what you fay. ’Enter 
Cat. Many good morrovves to my noble Lo : . . {fit es by » 
Haft. Good morrow Catesby,you are early ftirring. 
What newcsvvhstiiewes, in this our tottering date* 

Cat . It is a reeling world indeed my Los 
And I beleeue it will neuer ftand vpright, 

Till Richard weare the garland of the Rcalme. 

Haft. How* wearc the garland? doeft thou mesne the 
Cat' liny good Lord. (crovvneS 
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of Richard the third. 

Haft. lie haue thiscrowne of mine, cut from my (boulders 
Ere I will (ee the crowne fo foule mrfplaftc: * 

But canft thou guciTe that he doth aimeat it. 

Cat . Vpon my life my Lo:and hopes to find you forward 
Vpon his party for the game thereof. 

And thereupon he fends y outhis good newes, 

Thatthis fame very day, your enemies, 

The kindred of the Queene mud die at Pomfrt t* 

Haft' I ndecd I am no mourner for that newes, 

Becaufe they haue bene dill mine enemies : 

But tliat lie giue my voice on Richards fide, 

To barre my maifiers heires in true difcenc, 

God knowes I wil I not do it to the death, 
fir. God keepe your Lordfhip in that gratious miivfc- 
Haft. But I (hall laugh at this a tweluemonth hence, 
That they who brought me in my M aiders hate ; 

1 line to looke vpon their tragedie : 

Itellthee Catesby. Cat # What my Lord? 

Haft. Ere a fortnight make me elder. 

He fend fomc packing, that yet thinke not on it. 

Cat. Tis a vile thing to die nay gratious Lord, 

When men are vnprepard,and looke not for it. 

Haft. O Mondrous, monftrous^nd fo falls it out 
With Riucrs, Vaughan, Gray, and fo twill doa 
With fomc men elfe,who thinke thcmfclues as fafo 
As thou, and I, who as thouknoweft aredeare 
To Princely Richard, and to Buckingham. 

Cat ♦ The Princes both make high account of you, 

For they account his head vpon the bridge. 

Haft. I know they do,and I haue well deferued it. 

Enter Lori Stanley. 

What my L: where is your boare- fpeare man* 

Feare you the boare and go fo vnprouideefe 
Stan. My Lo: good morrow: good morrow Catesby % 

You may ied on: but by the holy roodc. 

I do not like thefe feuerall councels I. ... 

Haft. MyLo:Iholdemy life as dearc as you do yours* 

Add neuer in my life I do proteft* 

- i Was 







